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flowers and trees fills my heart with rapture, but
what is love which begins and ends with self-? I
have desires unknown and unnamed, but they find
nothing upon which they can be exercised. I
starve for companionship and the love of my fellow-
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Now even as he prayed with uplifted arms there
came floating down to him upon the fragrant air a
breath which grew into a whisper, a whisper that
swelled into a song, a song that roused the drowsy
birds in their nest filling them full of jealousy at its
sweetness, and that woke the echoes from their sleep
to give a sweet reply. Then to the wondering eyes of
the young recluse there came tripping down the forest
path a company of anchorites, such as he had never
seen before, whose faces shone like the sun at noon-
day, and whose forms, even in their uncouth disguise,
seemed to be those of celestial beings.

Nearer and nearer they tripped and danced
towards him, gems of the richest lustre shining from
beneath their homely garments, silver anklets tink-
ling like the forest streams as they moved. The air
seemed to surround them with sweetest fragrance,
the trees showered delicate blossoms upon their
heads, the flowers kissed their dancing feet, while the
evening breezes played gently with the folds of their
garments.

Rishyasringa  looked with  startled  eyes  at  the